She stretched her arm towards the Lotus stalk.

First she cannot make out the stalk and arm,

But then she plucked the stalk by charm

And turned towards the bank to walk

The thousand-rayed keeper of the Lotus-prisons

Had just unlocked their petajied doors,

The tipsy bee that knew not the Time's course

'And was confined overnight yet remains

Sucking the scented honeys in the jail,

f^nd lingers still forgetting his release,

;But when it is plucked he wakes from his ease

lAnd springs up on wings and then sings his tale !

She heard with care the black-bee sing

And thus she cries shaking her head.

("Cruel was I to drive thee from thy bed

And wake thee in thy sleepful spring I

Fly not-1 leave this lotus back-

l^nd pray, around my locks do not hover,

J3o in and sleep in thy bower I

| leave it and go on my track.
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